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still in discovering the front door, which was in a backyard.
It was a grim cold dark tenement, and the lady in question
lived on the top floor. I climbed up the stair, fumbling my
way. I found her at last. She was expecting me, for I had
sent my letter on ahead.

A middle-aged woman with a set, hard face who might have
been good-looking once, received me in a room that contained
a large stove, a large table and a horsehair sofa.   She gave me
grapes to eat and tea to drink.   She was dreadfully impassive,
and polite.   To all my questions she replied " Yes " or " No,"
and the subject dropped.   There were nervous silences.   The
Russian intellectual woman can be terrible when she is hostile.
I realized everything she thought of me.   I was a young
foreign female whom Gorky had picked up abroad, and whom
he sent to her as a last insult!   There was an almost sublime
dignity in her aloofness and in the simplicity of her blade
dress buttoned up to the throat.   She looked as if she might
have played a dramatic part in Gorky's "lower depths/'
When I got up to go, she accompanied me to the door and
almost before I was out shfe slammed it on my heel.   Gorky
evidently did not know his wife any better than KamenefE
had known his.

After two dull weeks in Moscow I abandoned it with a heavy
heart and trekked to Petrograd. There I presented myself to
the head of the press-bureau and was slightly better received.
A little Jew with pince-nez and an American twang was
appointed to show me the palaces and museums. He never
left my side between breakfast and dinner, for two weeks,
except during the hours I spent in the Hermitage. Pictures
were not in his line, but he showed me Tsarkoe Sdo, where the
late Royal family's apartments were preservedintact, and where
their lack of taste was pointed out humorously by the grades
to the proletariat who apathetically followed round.

My officially appointed companion happened to be a friend of
the murderer of the Czar, of whom he spoke (of the mordefler)
with great pride. From him I received the second-hand account
of the dispute that took place between the murder men over
the killing of the little Czarevitch after the rest of the famSy